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than gods,5 and will exhibit London itself in all its magni-
ficent extent.

1 Mark, how the dread Pantheon stands,
Amid the domes of modern hands:
Amid the toys of idle state,
How simply, how severely great! *

Ode to Lord Huntingdon.

Mr. Harris had determined to rebuild the interior of this
theatre, and Richards, who was his principal architect, still
keeping on the sides to the straight lines of the old house,
threw the front boxes and galleries into segments of circles ;
and by raising his roof afforded himself an elevation of
his seats which restored numbers to the use of their sight
as to the amusements of the stage. The architect, however,
loaded his fronts with Corinthian columns and their gilt
flutings and ornaments; but, however magnificent these
obvious but not necessary supporters, they, in dividing the
boxes, intercepted the sight, and the comfort of palpable
stability was bought too dearly. Still, when I recall the
impression made upon me by this, which was called the
New Theatre, Covent Garden, it passes before my mind's
eye with a character of solid grandeur.

I well remember the effect of its additional boxes in the
situation of the old stage-doors, and that these essential
things in the new structure were behind the curtain. The
actors seemed to feel embarrassed by the more extended
area of the stage. There was no springing off with the
established glance at the pit and projected right arm. The
actor was obliged to edge away in his retreat towards the
far distant wings with somewhat of the tedium, but not all
the awkwardness, which is observed in the exits at the
Italian Opera.